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SCENE  I. — Interior  of  ROGER'S  kitchen.  CAUTH  is  sitting  at 
fire,  knitting.  Child  on  hob.  Enter  the  GREY  MAN 
humming  "  The  Old  Leathern  Breeches"  Continues 
humming  when  he  enters,  and  does  some  capers  about  floor 
to  air,  then  shuts  half-door. 

GREY  MAN.  God  bless  you,  lady !  (Pause.)  God  bless, 
honest  woman !  (Pause.)  Sour  female,  it's  God  bless  I'm 
saying ! 

CAUTH.  Oh,  God  bless  !  But  if  it's  alms  you're  wanting, 
Grey  fellow,  I'm  thinking  you're  come  to  the  wrong  shop.  For 
there  isn't  meal  in  the  house,  or  flour  in  the  house,  nor  spuds 
in  the  house  itself  ;  in  a  manner  there  is  nothing  in  the  house 
but  the  red  raw  starvation,  as  might  be  plain  to  you  by  the 
cut  of  that  ashy  creature  sitting  there  on  the  hob  with  the 
map  of  the  world  painted  on  his  burnt  spangled  shins. 

GREY  MAN.  God  bless  the  child,  I  say !  But  it's  no  alms 
I  come  for,  woman  dear,  or  no  reception  in  the  line  of  lodging 
or  of  food.  Indeed,  it's  himself  I'm  wanting,  your  darling 
husband,  Mr.  Roger  Carmody  ;  and  is  himself  at  home  ? 

CAUTH.   Himself  is  at  home,  but  I'm  thinking  he's  engaged. 

GREY  MAN  (with  long  intonation).  Engaged  !  What  sort  of 
talk  is  that  in  a  cabin  black  with  soot  ?  Engaged  !  Sure  a 
man  could  be  engaged  and  could  spare  a  little  time. 

CAUTH.   He  could  if  he  wasn't  my  man,  that  has  time  and 
play-time  and  whips  of  time  again,  but  still  for  want  of  time 
is  in  such  a  devil's  own  fix  that  he  can't  renayge  himself  to 
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put  a  sop  in  the  thatch,  fix  a  hoop  in  that  leaking  oven,  or 
settle  a  pot-hooks  on  which  to  hang  the  pot.  He  don't  earn 
as  much  as  a  shilling  in  the  week,  and  all  the  same  he's 
engaged,  sir,  and  always  engaged  is  he. 

GREY  MAN.  That's  like  a  riddle  you'd  hear  from  a  child — 
I  went  to  the  wood  and  I  picked  a  thorn,  riddle-me-riddle- 
me-ree. 

CAUTH  (sourly).  A  sore  subject  I'd  be  riddling  on,  then, 
that  booby  man  of  mine ;  for  may  the  devil  fly  away  with 
the  day  he  drew  on  him  that  practice  of  making  dandy  dolls. 
Isn't  he  well  engaged,  glory  be  God  ? 

GREY  MAN  (sitting  down  opposite  CAUTH).  So  it  seems. 
(With  a  sniff.)  And  isn't  it  a  funny  fancy  game  for  a  spade- 
man stuck  in  gripes  ?  Capers  ? 

CAUTH.  Capers  !  Notions  !  A  hobby,  moryah  !  to  keep 
him  on  the  hearth,  and  he  addicted  to  going  marauding  after 
poultry  in  the  dark. 

GREY  MAN.   A  holy  thought,  faith,  if  it's  gay  itself. 

CAUTH.  A  holy  thought !  A  fitter  thing  for  him  to  exert 
himself  in  a  proper  labouring  man,  earn  his  coin  for  himself, 
and  'tisn't  thinking  of  robbing  he  would  be,  with  the  tasby 
flattened  in  him  when  the  night  would  come. 

GREY  MAN.   Tis  you  that's  right. 

CAUTH.  Tis  me  that's  right.  But  where's  the  good,  and 
a  bosthoon  he  ?  What  harm — glory  be  to  God  ! — but  them 
dolls  the  biggest  torment  to  him  in  the  world.  For  the 
Hag's  Son  is  against  them  to  the  death,  and  so  sure  as  Roger 
makes  a  doll,  so  sure  will  the  Hag's  Son,  soon  or  late,  come  at 
it,  give  it  a  knuckle  in  the  navel,  split  it  in  two  fair  halves, 
collar  the  windpipe,  and  off  with  him  carrying  the  squeaky- 
squeak. 

GREY  MAN.  Roger  raging  ? 

CAUTH.  Roger   raging.    Fit   to   stick.    Teetotally   mad 
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itself.  But,  worse  than  all,  after  a  doll  is  diddled,  nothing  for 
him  but  his  plundering  chase  again. 

GREY  MAN.  From  sheer  disappointment  ? 

CAUTH.  From  sheer  disappointment.  That's  his  excuse, 
and  he'd  be  saying  he'd  be  the  honest  man  entirely  if  he  could 
keep  his  doll  from  the  power  of  the  Barna  brat ;  that  he  has 
such  a  grah  for  a  dandy  doll  there  wouldn't  be  a  stir  out  of  him 
while  she  would  be  fornenst  him — he  peeping  at  her  delighted, 
and  she  sweet-smiling  upon  the  clevvy.  But  'tis  equal 
which,  for  he  isn't  able  to  save  his  dolls,  and  isn't  he  the 
biggest  looney  not  to  stop  his  booby  game  ? 

GREY  MAN.   He  is,  partly. 

CAUTH.   Partly  !    Only  partly  ! 

GREY  MAN.  Partly.  For  if  he  robs  a  share  itself,  I'll 
engage  them  dolls  have  improved  him  generally  in  the  line 
of  virtue  and  of  grace. 

CAUTH.  You'll  engage  them  dolls  have  improved  him 
generally  in  virtue  and  in  grace  ?  Faith,  you'll  engage  no 
such  thing,  and  though  he  is  forty  years  at  dolls,  what 
occurred  to  him  no  further  back  than  Thursday  week — what 
occurred  to  him  but  to  have  him  lep  up  in  the  bed  to  me  in 
the  middle  of  the  night,  sir,  sweat  pouring  down  off  him  after 
he  waking  out  of  a  luscious  dream,  and  there  he  commenced 
bawling  till  you'd  think  his  heart  would  break  lamenting  all 
the  opportunities  he  lost  of  collaring  this  and  that  in  the  line 
of  fancy  poultry  the  time  he  was  a  child,  when  no  one  suspected 
him,  and  he  making  rack  there  wasn't  a  thing  in  the  world 
for  him  to  come  at  now  but  the  priest's  geese  ! 

GREY  MAN.  A  sort  of  fit  ? 

CAUTH.  A  sort  of  fit.  A  spasm.  An  unholy  spasm  that 
never  left  him  surely  until  the  break  of  day.  Likewise  the 
devil  a  bit  the  better  is  he  in  the  line  of  health.  For,  mind 
you,  big  as  the  mind  he  has  for  poultry,  they  never  with  his 
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stomach  would  agree.  But  he  was  fairly  before  he  started 
them  dandy  dolls — the  time  he'd  take  a  notion  for  a  bird 
and  out  the  door  he'd  go.  He'd  have  his  little  stew.  He 
might  get  a  change  after  it — a  bit  dull  in  himself — yawning 
and  the  like.  But  no  alarm,  no  distress,  unless  some  furry 
variations  that  would  come  upon  his  tongue. 

GREY  MAN.  Crawsick  ? 

CAUTH.  Crawsick — a  thing  could  happen  a  man  after  a 
little  booze.  But  'tis  different  since,  for,  if  them  dolls  do 
keep  him  in  a  bit  itself,  'tis  treble  as  ravenous  he  does  be  when 
he  goes  marauding  on  the  new.  And  often  I  seen  him  lick 
three  geese  in  one  almighty  feed,  his  jaws  going  like  a  horse, 
he  crunching  and  munching,  and  from  the  neck  to  the  pope's 
nose  there  wouldn't  be  as  much  in  the  carcass  left  after  him 
as  would  blind  the  eye  of  a  Tommy  Blue.  Nor  would  that 
satisfy  him,  for,  after  all  being  over,  'tis  many  a  time  the 
baisht  would  turn  around  from  that  table  there  and,  shameless 
to  the  world,  call  for  the  six  loppeens. 

GREY  MAN.  Game  to  the  heel  ? 

CAUTH.  Game  to  the  heel.  Ah,  but  my  hand  to  you  !  he'd 
pay  for  his  game,  and  in  a  bully  soon  time  too.  He'd  be 
having  the  haycups,  and  there  would  come  from  him  every 
belch.  He'd  be  a  show  in  the  bed — a  rattle — God  save  the 
hearers  ! — a  rattle,  and  it  going  on  in  his  guts. 

GREY  MAN.    Is  it  going  on  all  night  ? 

CAUTH.  Going  on  all  night.  All  the  first  night.  For 
maybe  'tis  the  night  after  he'd  be  getting  them  sort  of  chills, 
when  he'd  be  as  cold  as  a  dead  pig,  that  was  kilt,  washed, 
shaved,  and  hanging  on  the  gallows  for  twenty-four  hours. 
And  he'd  be  thumming  himself,  and  he'd  be  scratching  him- 
self, trying  to  rise  a  heat,  and  there  wouldn't  be  a  stitch  in 
the  house  but  he'd  have  rolled  about  himself ;  but  if  you  put 
a  ton  weight  itself  down  on  top  of  him  'twouldn't  take  that 
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chill  from  his  bones,  and  his  teeth  never  stopping  going 
like  that.  [Chatters. 

GREY  MAN  (chattering).  Never  stopping  going  like  that  ? 

CAUTH.  Never  stopping  going  like  that. 

GREY  MAN  (shaking  his  head).  Faith,  that  was  bad. 

CAUTH.  That  was  bad  and  very  bad  itself.  But,  bad  as 
it  was,  worse  was  to  happen  to  him  before  there  would  come 
back  to  him  again  the  heart  or  the  spirit  or  the  tasby  of  a  man. 
And  for  nights — for  several  nights  indeed — the  devil  a  kick 
would  be  out  of  him  at  all  and  he  stiff.  I'd  be  listening  for  a 
sound— no  sound;  I'd  be  feeling  for  his  heart— no  heart.  Well, 
glory  be  to  God,  Grey  Man,  'tis  often  I'd  swear  all  the  oaths 
in  Ireland  it's  a  pure  corpse  I  had  in  him,  and,  fainting  and 
shivering,  it's  by  a  struggle  I'd  crawl  over  him  and  out  of  the 
bed  in  the  heel.  I'd  light  the  candle  and  I'd  look  at  him,  and 
it  wouldn't  be  wishing  to  you  to  look  at  him  and  the  cut  of 
him  in  that  hour,  and  he  lying  on  the  flat  of  his  back,  his  eyes 
open  in  that  sleep,  his  mouth  open,  but  no  breath  coming  ; 
and  no  sort  of  expression  on  him  was  ever  seen  on  the  face  of 
a  Christian,  but  something  in  the  shape  of  a  damn  ugly  smile. 

GREY  MAN.  Woful  suffering. 

CAUTH.  Woful  suffering.  And  woful  suffering  is  all  the 
benefit  he  has  from  his  trumpery  dandy  dolls,  we  starved  ; 
and  there  is  that  leaking  oven,  and  there  is  that  hole  in  the 
thatch,  and  there  we  are  without  a  pot-hooks  on  which  to 
hang  the  pot.  Lord  above  !  isn't  it  the  pity  of  the  world 
I  am  with  him  surely,  a  mangy  vomiting  snooker  itself  to 
have  beside  me  in  the  bed  these  forty  years  and  more  ! 

GREY  MAN.  I  can  feel  for  you,  and  I  felt  for  you  before 
we  ever  met.  For  it's  far  and  distant  newses  wander  of  the 
failings  and  the  follies  of  a  man.  Faith,  there's  ballads  sung 
about  him  in  our  quarter,  and  'tis  the  youngsters  itself  could 
give  you  a  flourishing  account  of  Roger  and  his  dandy  dolls. 
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Indeed,  'tis  a  great  pity  you  are  entirely,  but  I'll  engage  now 
— God  bless  the  tears  ! — you  find  great  relief  from  giving  that 
share  of  talk. 

CAUTH  (harshly).  How  simple  I'd  find  relief  in  a  share  of 
talk  !  But  if  it's  scoffing  you  are,  such  jokes  don't  match  your 
beard,  old  fairy,  or  whatever  you  are,  and  wherever  you  rose 
out  of  this  haunted  eve  of  May. 

GREY  MAN.  Faith,  out  of  a  briny  spot,  then,  a  place  where 
periwinkles  are  plenty,  and  there  is  dilisk  thrown  in  heaps. 

CAUTH  (drawing  back  her  chair  in  terror).  God  knows, 
maybe  'tis  the  way  you  are  really  something  queer !  You're 
as  white  as  Father  Christmas,  but,  all  the  same,  now  that  I 
take  stock  of  you,  I  see  there  is  a  horrid  cut  about  you  I  never 
seen  in  any  ancient  person  in  all  the  townlands  bounding 
round  this  melted  boggy  spot. 

GREY  MAN.  Why,  then,  I'm  thought  uncommon  noble 
by  the  mermaids  near  my  home,  and  'tis  they  are  the  damsels 
keep  a  sharp  look  out  for  beauty  and  a  handsome  form,  they 
brittle — half  in  bits — from  the  luscious  thoughts  of  love. 

CAUTH  (deliberately}.  'Tis  the  way  you  are  surely  some- 
thing queer,  and,  maybe,  'tis  for  some  devil's  purpose  you 
were  nudging  me  to  blab  about  my  man.  But,  bad  as  he  is, 
'tisn't  the  traitor  I'd  be  acting  to  him  in  the  heel,  and  'tis 
little  would  make  me  give  you  that  fist  right  in  your  grizzled 
pus.  (He  puts  hands  on  her  knees ;  she  tries  to  draw  away 
from  him.}  In  the  name  of  all  that's  good  what  pinching 
have  you  there  ? 

GREY  MAN.  Be  easy  now,  and  civil,  most  virtuous  matron 
fair.  And,  though  I'm  a  jolly  sort  of  fellow  when  out  for  the 
day,  faith,  'tisn't  you,  poor  wrinkled  screed,  that  would 
entice  me  to  embrace  you  in  your  chair ! 

CAUTH.  Let  go  my  knees,  I'm  telling  you.  Glory  be  !  A 
man  I  never  seen  before  or  don't  know  what's  his  name  ! 
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GREY  MAN.  Counihan,  then — one  of  the  Counihans  of 
the  Isle  of  Doon.  Martin  I  am,  the  youngest,  for  there  is  my 
elder  brother  James,  and  my  father,  old  Mohoon.  We  do 
great  business  in  the  trumpery  way,  we  make  baubles  for  the 
globe,  in  a  manner  we  are  bauble  makers  to  the  King  and 
Queen  of  Spain. 

CAUTH.  That's  a  bully  make. 

GREY  MAN.  The  devil  a  make.  (Handing  her  paper.) 
And  here's  will  tell  you  something  and  maybe  something 
more. 

CAUTH  (reading).  "  By  royal  appointment  to  the  King 
and  Queen  of  Spain.  The  Messrs.  Counihan  beg  to  intimate 
to  the  mainland  people  that,  as  usual,  they  are  purchasing 
home-made  trumperies,  and  especially  are  prepared  to  give 
bully  prices  for  purty  well-built  dandy  dolls."  Is  it  prizes 
for  dandy  dolls  ? 

GREY  MAN.   Prizes  for  dandy  dolls. 

CAUTH  (suspiciously).  Then  it's  about  the  dolls  you  came. 
Well  I  knew,  old  shaver,  'twas  about  the  dolls  you  came. 

GREY  MAN.  Smart  enough  you  spotted  it,  faith,  you 
pleasant  polite  dame.  Still,  if  you  know  more  than  your 
prayers  'tisn't  the  Counihans  you  should  blame.  For  'twas 
the  sore  day  to  us  we  offered  them  prizes,  all  through  your 
husband  man  ;  with  the  Hag's  Son  coming  to  the  mainland 
cliff  right  fornenst  our  home,  and  flinging  the  windpipes  of 
Roger's  dolls  right  down  into  the  sea.  Calling  for  his  prizes 
he  does  be,  the  little  blackguard  brat,  screeching  laughing, 
and  he  turning  every  somersault  for  himself  on  the  slippery 
green  above.  Shamed  he  has  us,  a  peepshow  itself  to  the 
laughing  people  passing  by  to  Mass ;  in  a  manner  we're  in 
three  gazaybos  that  were  feared,  respected,  and  venerated 
men.  He  has  old  Mohoon  totally  off  his  stems,  his  white 
head  up  day  and  night  with  fury  going  through  his  beard  like 
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a  whirlwind  through  a  bush.  And  brother  James  is  worse, 
his  feet  all  gored  and  bruised  to  bits  from  dancing  raging 
hornpipes  on  stumps  of  rocks  and  stones.  And  now,  isn't 
that  a  purty  fix  for  you  from  Roger's  dandy  dolls  ? 

CAUTH.  A  purty  fix,  old  shaver,  and  the  devil  fix  you  too, 
for  that's  what  brought  you  here  to  fix  it  with  my  man. 

GREY  MAN.  Is  it  me  fix  him — me  the  most  innocent 
poor  slob  in  the  world  ?  I  wouldn't  hurt  a  bee.  I'm  only  as 
you  might  say  the  garsoon,  the  messenger  from  James 
and  old  Mohoon.  But  there  is  more  in  that.  Isn't  there 
"  warning  "  in  it  ? 

CAUTH  (reading).  There  is  "  warning."  (Reading  slowly.} 
"  Warning  .  .  ." 

GREY  MAN.  "  It  having  come  to  the  knowledge  of  the 
Messrs.  Counihan  .  .  ." 

CAUTH  (reading).  "  It  having  come  to  the  knowledge  of 
the  Messrs.  Counihan,  that  the  generality  of  the  mainland 
people  are  nothing  short  of  being  a  pack  of  the  biggest  thieves, 
rogues,  and  robbers,  diddling  each  other  at  fairs  over  horses 
with  blind  eyes,  cows  with  paralysed  udders,  and  so  on  in  the 
line  of  blemishes,  the  Messrs.  Counihan  hereby  give  strict 
notice  that  if  any  person  dare  attempt  to  pass  off  on  them 
a  faulty  or  defective  doll,  they  will  soon  and  sudden  take 
measures  to  chastise  the  thieving  plunderers ;  in  a  manner 
they  will  rise  every  blister  on  his  dirty  yellow  hide." 
(Smiling).  On  his  dirty  yellow  hide  ? 

GREY  MAN.  On  his  dirty  yellow  hide.    You  like  that  ? 

CAUTH.  I  like  that. 

GREY  MAN.  No  harm  in  that,  says  you,  but  maybe  a  deal 
of  good. 

CAUTH  (gleefully).  My  very  thought.  And  my  apologies 
to  you,  Grey  Man,  if  my  talk  was  cross  or  queer.  Glory 
above  !  isn't  it  forty  years  wishing  I  am  to  see  him  tanned 
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like  that,  and  'tis  myself  will  hold  him  by  the  ears  while  you 
let  his  breeches  down,  and,  with  every  wallop  and  flamm 
you'll  give,  I'll  screech  my  loud  hurrah  !  Faith,  I'll  call  him 
in  to  you  now,  Grey  Man,  with  a  heart  and  more  than  a  half. 

[Rises.     Goes  towards  door. 

GREY  MAN  (sticking  out  his  tongue  and  taking  out  of  pocket 
an  enormous  black  bottle  which  he  slips  furtively  inside  his 
overcoat).  You're  fine  ;  you're  thorough  game  itself,  and 
upon  my  soul  I  love  you  more  than  all  the  dames  of  Doon. 

CAUTH.  Well,  surely  you're  a  droll  fellow,  old  merryman 
so  gay.  (Calling  from  doorstep.)  Roger-a-Roger-aboo-oo  ! 

GREY  MAN.  Was  that  snarl  from  a  dog  ? 

CAUTH.  That  snarl  was  from  himself,  out  in  the  linnhe, 
the  chronic  !  and  he  up  to  his  ears  this  minute  in  making  a 
brand-new  dandy  doll.  For  it's  worse  than  a  surly  mastiff 
he  is  the  time  he  does  be  manufacturing ;  and  if  a  warrant 
rubbed  a  hair  to  him  he'd  make  a  ferocious  grin  at  you 
that  wouldn't  shame  the  old  boy  himself  that's  below  in  the 
pit  of  hell.  (Calling.)  Roger  !  Roger  !  Aboo-oo  !  Roger  ! 
Roger !  Aboo-oo !  (Running  to  hearth.)  Here  he  comes 
hopping,  and,  Lord  !  the  countenance  of  the  devil  with  the 
temper  flying  out  of  his  two  eyes. 

[She  sits  down.    Enter  ROGER  rapidly. 

ROGER.  In  the  name  of  God,  is  it  in  the  other  world  I  was, 
with  yourself  and  your  dinner-calls  ?  The  devil's  cure  to  you 
for  a  bog-lark,  what  a  burst  of  music  comes  from  you  in  the 
heel  of  the  day,  the  people  raising  their  heads  and  gaping  at 
you  from  far  and  near !  The  Lord  be  thanked  my  doll  was 
finished,  for  there's  a  rasp  in  your  cracked  old  windpipe  that 
would  frighten  a  horse  from  his  oats,  and  many  a  time  that 
same  old  screamer  was  the  means  of  my  making  a  faulty  doll. 

CAUTH.  Now  it's  me  is  doing  the  harm,  is  it  ?  But  a 
time  your  old  grandmother  was  the  obstacle,  not  alluding  to 
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the  day  you  aimed  a  pratie  at  her  and  hit  her  on  that  woful 
polypus  she  had  upon  her  nose.  And  what  about  Peg,  and 
the  time  you  used  pull  her  by  the  hair  of  the  head  all  round 
the  kitchen  floor  ? — your  sister  Peg  I'm  alluding  to,  crippled 
Peg  with  the  crooked  eye. 

ROGER.   Lies  and  damn  lies  ! 

CAUTH.  Neither  lies  nor  damn  lies,  and  well  it  becomes 
you  to  be  throwing  the  blame  on  more,  you  craven  thing, 
hiding  under  the  bed  for  yourself  the  time  the  Hag's  Son 
would  be  coming  onward  on  his  prowl,  leaving  the  tussle 
to  Timmeen  Faley,  that  little  friend  of  yours  that's  always 
to  the  fore ! 

ROGER.  More  lies,  for  it's  well  yourself  knows  I  used  fight 
and  struggle  till  I  could  fight  no  more.  Timmeen,  moryah ! 
Timmeen  is  willing  surely,  but  Timmeen  is  devilish  weak. 

CAUTH.  Oh,  glory,  after  all  he  done  for  you,  the  graceful 
nice  garsoon  !  What  harm  if  it's  ever  a  bullseye  you  brought 
him  from  a  pattern  or  a  fair  ?  But  you're  dirty  mean  and 
craven,  and  thankless  now  to  boot. 

ROGER.  Peg  away,  old  hairpin ;  but  you'll  fail  this  turn, 
whatever,  to  put  me  in  a  wax.  For  the  joy  of  the  world  is 
in  me  over  my  new  dandy  doll.  As  sound  as  black  oak  it  is, 
thanks  be  to  God  !  (Flourishes  doll.}  Look  at  it  so  charming 
in  its  bib  so  gay.  It's  the  finest  doll  I  ever  made,  Cauth  of 
the  ugly  snout ! 

CAUTH.  That  was  the  way  with  every  doll  the  time  when 
it  was  new.  The  last  perfection  always  ;  no  blemish  on  that, 
moryah  !  different  altogether  from  all  that  went  and  fell 
before. 

ROGER.  I'm  telling  you  there  never  was  the  beat  of  this. 

CAUTH.  And  I'm  telling  you  tell  it  first  to  the  gallant 
horse  marines. 

ROGER  (in  a  rage).   Psh  !  it's  a  gom  I  am  to  be  bothering 
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my  napper  with  a  poisoned  whelp  that  the  devil  can't  put 
a  stop  to  ballyragging  and  clawfshawning  from  New  Year's 
Day  till  New  Year's  Day  again. 

CAUTH.  He  turns  it  when  he's  beat.  But  what  are  you 
after  now  ?  Heavenly  Father,  'tisn't  fixing  that  doll  you 
are  in  the  place  we  eat  our  meals  ? 

ROGER.  I  am,  then,  and  with  good  tenpenny  nails  I'm 
fixing  it  itself.  A  deal  a  firmer  place  than  the  clevvy,  woman, 
a  place  I'll  have  a  view  of  it  let  me  turn  what  way  I  will. 
'Tisn't  I'm  afraid  of  this  doll  getting  a  knuckle  or  fifty 
knuckles  itself,  but  to  make  it  safer  still  I'll  plant  my  dandy 
here. 

CAUTH.  Our  fine  table  all  destroyed  !  The  only  respectable 
thing  in  the  house  itself  !  Well,  glory  be  to  God,  from 
Hell  to  Bedlam  was  there  ever  the  match  of  you  for  a  looney 
fool  ?  (Smiles.)  But,  whisper  !  this  Grey  Man  wants  a  talk 
with  you  if  I  rightly  understand. 

ROGER  (turning  around  and  looking  at  GREY  MAN  intently). 
Isn't  it  you  I  seen  before  ?  Where  was  it  at  all,  or  was  it 
about  the  time  I  was  turning  into  a  man  ? 

GREY  MAN.   It  could  be. 

ROGER.  Where  was  this  it  was  ?  There  comes  before  me 
huge  cliffs  and  a  darksome  sea. 

GREY  MAN.  The  identical  spot,  then,  and  by  the  same 
token  'twas  gone  a  quarter  of  the  Christmas  moon. 

ROGER.  'Tis  now  I  recollect.  (Drawing  back  in  terror.) 
Glory  be  to  God,  then,  who  is  it  ?  Glory  be  to  God,  'tisn't  one 
of  the  three  Grey  Men  you  are,  who  dwell  in  that  rock  in  the 
heart  of  the  fearsome  bay  of  Doon,  and  come  out  on  the 
battlements  terrifying  the  people  when  the  sea  is  roaring  in 
the  wild  and  dreary  nights  ? 

GREY  MAN  (pleasantly).  Faith,  then,  it's  one  of  them 
I  am. 

o 
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ROGER.  And  what  might  you  want  with  me,  hoary  man 
of  the  ocean  ? 

GREY  MAN  (handing  bottle  to  ROGER).  To  give  you  a  bottle. 
And  if  the  Hag's  Son  whips  the  squeak  from  your  new  dandy 
doll,  that  mortal  minute  you'll  drink  the  full  of  this.  And 
he'll  make  for  the  doll  this  night  itself  at  the  hour  of  ten 
o'clock,  for  we  are  men  can  read  the  stars  and  prophesy  of 
things  that  are  to  be. 

ROGER.  The  doll  is  safe,  but  whether  or  which  wherefore 
should  I  drink  ? 

GREY  MAN.  Your  woman  knows  the  wherefore  and  you'll 
soon  know  the  why.  But  draw  the  cork  from  it,  man,  smell 
to  it,  it  is  sound  and  it  is  sweet. 

ROGER  (drawing  cork  and  smelling).  Ptse  !  it's  a  rotten 
scent  is  from  it,  glory  be  to  God  !  It's  poison  it  is,  and,  win 
or  lose,  I'll  not  drink  it,  Grey  Man  from  the  sea. 

GREY  MAN.  You'll  drink  it  and  no  thanks.  For,  if  you 
dar  resist,  we  have  engines  yonder  would  spatter  a  water- 
spout around  your  ears  while  you'd  be  asking  the  loan  of  a 
sack,  or  maybe  'tis  a  'potamus  we'd  send  up  to  your  hall-door 
to  you  that  would  take  you  in  one  gobble  and,  before  you 
knew  what  o'clock  was  it,  would  sweep  you  holus-bolus  to  the 
bottom  of  the  deep.  Well,  that's  my  message  given,  and 
now  I  must  be  going,  for  my  time  is  running  short.  (To 
CAUTH,  who  purses  up  lips  and  stares  sourly  in  direction  of 
auditorium.)  It  grieves  me  sore  to  part,  love,  but  we'll  meet 
again  in  the  gay  soon  time ;  so  don't  weep,  my  winsome 
purty,  my  beauteous  fairy  queen  ! 

[Strokes  beard.  Pulls  out  a  little  mirror  and 
looks  at  himself.  Puts  mirror  back  in 
pocket.  Whistles  very  softly  "  The  Old 
Leathern  Breeches,"  capering  to  air.  Goes 
out  and  hums  the  air  as  he  disappears. 
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CAUTH.  Doll-di-do,  this  is  what  comes  of  the  dandy  dolls. 
(Rises,  goes  to  ROGER.)  And  hammer  away  now,  you  mortal 
coward,  but  the  sweat  in  lumps  is  clammy  on  your  brow, 
and  your  two  cheeks  is  the  colour  of  the  clay. 

ROGER.  What  way  is  it  for  you,  woman,  to  be  tormenting 
me  now  ?  Sure,  if  I  was  talking  brave  about  my  doll  itself, 
what  was  it  but  to  keep  the  heart  in  bloom,  while  all  the 
time  there  was  a  little  doubt,  and,  like  'twould  be  in  the  air, 
for  weeks  past  something  was  foreshowing  me  the  calamity 
of  this  woful  hour.  For  it's  as  queer  in  myself  I  felt  as  ever 
I  did  after  a  topping  feed  of  goose,  the  brain  dull,  a  ton  weight 
in  every  limb,  and  I  walking  the  ground,  and  I  couldn't  lep 
the  height  of  a  sod  of  turf ;  the  strangest  things  coming  into 
my  head  ;  it's  a  fit  of  crying  I  got  itself  seeing  the  youngsters 
playing  in  Barton's  field — it  brought  back  to  me  so  piercing 
the  time  I  was  likewise  gay  and  hearty,  tasby  in  me  and  high 
glee.  But  now  it's  miserable  I  do  be,  and  dreary  always, 
and  'tis  God  himself  knows  what  mournful  thoughts  were 
brewing  in  me  all  through  the  Ree-Hee  days.  (Hammers, 
then  throws  hammer  aside  on  table.}  'Tis  no  more  hammering 
I  can  do,  or  battling  I  can  do  neither.  Cauth,  the  heart  and 
soul  is  gone  out  of  me  entirely,  and  there  isn't  the  strength  of 
a  rush  in  my  four  bones. 

CAUTH  (smelling  to  bottle).  Whist  now,  maybe  'tisn't  poison 
is  in  it  at  all.  There  is  a  heavy  fume  from  it  surely  ;  still  it 
might  only  be  something  will  put  you  to  sleep.  But,  what- 
ever it  is,  Father  James  and  his  clerk  are  outside  on  the 
road,  and  rub  the  towel  to  your  face  for  fear  'tis  a  notion 
they'd  take  to  come  in.  Jawing  they  are,  and  'tis  like  a 
dispute  between  them,  the  priest  striving  to  bring  Keerby 
this  way,  and  Keerby  wanting  not. 

[Turns  away  from  window. 

CHILD   (from   door).   Keerby   has   got   away   from   him, 
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mother.  Oh  J,  the  priest  is  after  him  again  !  Oh  J,  he 
has  him  by  the  ear  !  Oh  J,  he's  driving  him  before  him  and 
rising  every  kick  on  his  behind  !  By  J,  though,  but  Keerby 
is  making  tapes  to  pull  away  from  him  !  Jaymini,  they're 
leppin  !  Oh  J,  here  they  are  full  tally  !  Keerby  and  the 
priest  himself,  by  J  !  [Runs  to  fire. 

CAUTH.  Then  where  are  my  'lastics  —  Lord,  where  are  my 
'lastic  boots  ?  [Hides  in  corner. 

ROGER.  And  the  dickens  where's  that  skillet  —  the  dickens 
where's  that  towel  ? 

[Throws  doth  over  doll  and  stoops  behind  table. 
Enter  FATHER  JAMES,  dragging  KEERBY 
after  him.  They  have  a  gun  and  a  dog. 

FATHER  JAMES.  Well,  isn't  it  the  show  of  the  world  I  am 
with  you,  you  stump  of  insubordination  ?  Is  there  a  priest 
in  Ireland  would  put  up  with  you  itself,  as  bold  as  a  pig,  rising 
your  voice  cantankerous,  and  darring  for  to  thwart  me  in  my 
wishes  and  the  way  I  want  to  go  ? 

KEERBY.  Sure  'tisn't  striving  to  thwart  you  I  am,  your 
reverence.  Isn't  it  for  your  own  good  I'm  advising  you, 
whatever'll  become  of  your  poultry  not  to  have  hand,  act,  or 
part  in  this  man's  dandy  dolls  ?  The  world  knows  that  in 
ways  you're  a  man  of  the  old  times  ;  but,  faith,  things  is 
different,  and  if  the  Bishop  hears  of  your  capers  maybe  'tis 
to  pack  you  off  he  would  to  the  wildest  parish  in  the  County 
Kerry,  with  sea  on  one  side  of  you,  and  every  day  a  fish 
Friday  from  Michaelmas  to  June  ! 

FATHER  JAMES.  Tut  for  the  bishop.  Tut  for  the  bishop, 
I'm  saying,  for  amn't  I  a  solid  parish  priest  ?  and  he  dar  say 
black  your  eye  to  me  while  I  keep  within  the  rules  and 
regulations  of  Holy  Church. 

KEERBY.  Why,  then,  that's  the  question,  and  if  he 
wouldn't  settle  you  himself,  he  might  do  worse.  And  maybe 
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it's  reported  to  Rome  you'd  be  and  excommunicated  per 
omnia  saecula  saeculorum. 

FATHER  JAMES.  As  there  never  was  a  law  made  against 
what  I'm  going  to  do  in  any  Council  of  the  Church,  even  in 
the  Council  of  Trent  itself,  so  that  if  I  am  reported  to  Rome, 
Mr.  Bartholomew  Keerby,  by  the  time  the  Cardinals  have 
settled  the  point  I'm  telling  you  there  won't  be  many  grey 
hairs  left  in  your  head,  Mr.  Bartholomew  Keerby,  or  many 
grey  hairs  left  in  my  head,  Mr.  Bartholomew  Keerby,  if  there'll 
be  a  grey  rib  left  in  them  at  all  itself. 

KEERBY.  So  be  it,  your  reverence,  but  I  wished  you'd 
let  me  absent  myself  whatever,  as  I  don't  want  to  have  cut, 
shuffle,  or  deal  with  this  man  or  his  dandy  dolls.  There  is  a 
bad  name  on  this  house ;  in  a  manner  the  childer  go  a  mile  of 
a  round  to  avoid  it.  A  blue  light  does  be  seen  there  all  night, 
and  'tis  said  a  small  little  man  with  a  jim-crow  hat  appears 
on  the  top  of  the  chimley  regular  every  Christmas  eve.  Sure, 
why  not,  and  devilment  of  course  in  them  dandy  dolls,  and  it 
well  known  that  when  Roger  was  a  garsoon  two  black  ravens 
would  perch  upon  his  shoulder  every  morning  would  rise  over 
him  and  he  marching  off  to  school. 

FATHER  JAMES.  So  it's  yourself  is  troubling  you,  you 
speechifying  to  me  of  Church  law,  and  your  thoughts  all  the 
time  full  of  pagan  pishogues  !  But  isn't  it  as  bold  as  the 
devil  you  are  itself,  and  to  dar  spout  them  fables  fornenst  a 
man  of  my  cloth  !  (Loudly.}  But  no  more  of  it,  I'm  telling 
you.  (Gives  him  a  push.}  Get  along  there — do  your  part  in 
this  business,  and  give  me  no  more  of  your  gab.  Where's 
the  people  of  this  house,  I'm  saying,  where's  the  people  of 
this  house  ?  [CAUTH  comes  forward.  ROGER  rises. 

CAUTH.  Oh,  welcome,  your  reverence ;  welcome  kindly, 
Father  James. 

FATHER  JAMES.  Don't  be  welcoming  me,  sour  woman  ; 
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don't  be  welcoming  me  with  that  face  on  you  like  a  high- 
fiddle,  for  'tisn't  welcomes  I  want  from  the  thieves  of  the 
world,  and  it  known  to  me  at  last  the  dog-fox  which  breaks 
into  my  backyard  in  the  dead  hour  of  the  night.  Roger 
Carmody,  where  are  my  geese  ? 

ROGER.  Your  geese  is  ate.  As  your  reverence  knows  the 
culprit,  you  might  as  well  know  that. 

FATHER  JAMES.  Oh,  you  gulletter !  oh,  you  panderer  to 
the  cravings  of  your  dirty  guts  !  Worse  you  are  than  the 
heretics  itself,  that  think  a  good  suit  of  clothes  the  best 
recommendation  to  a  front  seat  in  Glory ;  worse  you  are 
than  the  heretics,  I'm  saying,  for  you  are  foul  outside  as  well 
as  inside,  and  you  have  lost  Paradise  by  stealing  my  geese. 

ROGER.  Jesus,  forgive  me  !    Jesus,  forgive  me  ! 

FATHER  JAMES.  Hypocrites,  don't  be  blaspheming  the 
holy  name,  and  the  feathers  in  your  tick  and  the  feathers  in 
your  bolster,  the  pluck  from  my  old  geese  and  the  pluck  from 
my  old  ganders  !  Ah,  isn't  it  little  would  make  me  say  them 
words  would  paralyse  you  on  the  mortal  spot ;  and  too  long 
you  have  been  running  surely,  corrupting  the  people,  their 
mouths  watering,  and  they  passing  by  your  half-door  with 
the  hot  fumes  coming  out  to  them  of  the  roast  goose  and  the 
boiled  goose,  of  the  gravy  and  the  giblet  soup. 

ROGER.  God  knows,  then,  Father  James,  'tis  the  piercing 
sorrowful  man  I  am  I  ever  put  a  tooth  in  a  goose. 

FATHER  JAMES.  Sorrow  me  eye  !  Will  that  restore  to  me 
my  poultry,  or  keep  your  hands  off  the  new  clutch  of  goslings 
I  got  from  the  Curtaynes  ?  Will  it  keep  you  itself  from 
stealing  my  fine  young  grey  goose  with  the  cuck  on  her  that 
lays  an  egg  for  my  breakfast  all  the  mornings  of  the  week  ? 
Sorrow  me  eye  !  Keep  your  sorrow  for  your  guts,  man,  and 
fetch  me  that  dandy  doll  I  hear  talks  of.  Fetch  me  the  dandy 
doll  'tis  said  there  is  to  be  a  battle  about  to-night,  for  if  there 
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is  power  in  dolls  to  put  you  from  stealing  my  geese,  believe 
you  me,  I'll  make  a  doll  of  it ;  in  a  manner  I'm  going  to 
baptize  it  a  good  Catholic  by  the  grace  of  God  !  Amn't  I 
saying,  fetch  me  the  dandy  doll  ? 

CAUTH.  Faith,  she's  right  fornenst  your  reverence,  if  he'll 
only  shift.  (To  ROGER.)  Will  you  shift,  I'm  telling  you, 
or  is  it  shy  or  ashamed  you  are  to  let  his  reverence  see  the 
doll,  or  is  it  daft  and  dazzled  you  are  entirely  ?  Will  you 
shift  again  ?  The  dickens  to  you,  and  shift !  (Shoves 
ROGER  aside  and  takes  doth  off  doll.}  There  she  is,  your 
reverence,  as  large  as  life. 

FATHER  JAMES.  My  soul,  she's  fairly  sweet!  Well, 
Missis,  what  name  shall  I  put  on  her,  if  you  please  ? 

CAUTH  (moving  away).  Faith,  you'll  not  put  any  name  on 
her  from  me,  your  reverence ;  and  let  what  will  happen,  I 
wouldn't  acknowledge  that  bauble  for  daughter  of  mine,  or 
have  her  called  after  one  of  my  breed,  if  you  were  baptizing 
her  from  this  till  Michaelmas  itself. 

ROGER.  Here's  the  holy  water,  your  reverence,  and  don't 
mind  that  dreary  whelp.  Call  the  doll  after  my  Aunt  Jug. 

FATHER  JAMES.  So  be  it,  then,  and  Jug  shall  be  her  name. 
(Baptizes  doll.)  There,  now,  she's  sanctified  and  sacramental 
sound,  a  match  for  all  the  hags  and  hags'  sons  from  Barna  to 
Kanturk.  In  holy  armour,  therefore,  she's  ready  for  the 
fray.  And  we'll  be  here  to  see  it,  Keerby  ;  we'll  come  back 
to  see  the  battle — faith,  we'll  come  to  see  the  sport.  But,  now, 
we  want  a  corncrake  to  make  a  new  mayfly.  Away  with  us, 
we'll  meet  her  back  to  dinner !  And,  whist !  she's  screeching  ! 
Gayk-Gayk  !  Gayk-Gayk  !  she's  in  Curtin's  rushy  glen. 

[Exeunt  FATHER  JAMES  and  KEERBY. 

CAUTH.  We  didn't  think  of  telling  the  priest  about  the 
Grey  Man,  but  I  suppose  it  don't  signify  as  he  has  baptized 
the  doll.  I'll  bolt  the  door,  for  maybe  the  Hag's  Son  could 
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be  kept  out  altogether  now,  after  the  priest  putting  a  blessing 
on  the  house.  (Comes  and  sits  at  fire  opposite  ROGER.)  Take 
a  doze  for  yourself  to  freshen  you,  and  I'll  take  a  doze  for 
myself  likewise,  till  'tis  near  the  battling  hour.  Well,  'twill 
be  a  great  blessing  if  the  Hag's  Son  fails,  for  they  say  if  he 
is  once  cowarded  he's  done,  and  you'll  be  able  to  go  to  work 
to-morrow  for  yourself  with  the  help  of  God — nine  shillings 
a  week,  I  hear,  and  great  scoff  at  Koran's ;  then  there  is  that 
sop  to  be  put  in  the  thatch,  and  a  hoop  for  that  leaking 
oven,  and  you  must  settle  the  pot-hooks,  Roger,  on  which 
to  hang  the  pot. 

[CAUTH  and  ROGER  doze.  They  snore.  CHILD 
sings  "  Oh,  then,  buttercups  and  daisies,  and 
daisies  and  buttercups"  to  the  air  of  "I'd 
mourn  the  hopes  that  leave  me,"  and  curtain 
falls. 


SCENE  II. — As  curtain  rises  CAUTH  and  ROGER  are  still 
sleeping.     It  is  within  a  minute  of  ten  o'clock. 

CHILD  (playing  marbles  on  floor).  Into  my  first  of  nothing, 
into  my  second  of  nothing,  into  my  last  of  thaw— game  ! 
(Chalks  a  circle  on  floor  and  plays  another  game.}  Pinked  ! 
That's  a  button  won.  No  !  By  J,  I'm  fat !  (Singing.) 
"  Oh,  then,  buttercups  and  daisies,  etc."  (Looks  at  clock. 
CAUTH  and  ROGER  wake  up.)  Tick-tack  !  Tick-tack  ! 

CAUTH.  Stop,  you  ashy  creature,  hasn't  the  Hag's  Son 
ears  would  hear  a  sound  like  that  full  fifty  miles  and  more  ? 
So  stop  your  tick-tack,  for  it  might  be  will  of  God  he'd  forget 
the  hour  and  maybe  fall  asleep.  [Clock  strikes. 

CHILD.  Dong  !    Dong  !    Dong  ! 
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VOICE  (outside).   Open  !  Open  !  Open,  open,  quick  ! 

CAUTH.  Stop  outside  now,  you  spawn  of  a  mountainy  hag  ! 
Stop  outside  now,  be  off  and  take  your  hook  ! 

VOICE  (outside).  It's  me.  It's  Timmeen  Faley.  Open  in 
the  name  of  God  !  The  Hag's  Son  is  coming  in  one  swoop 
down  from  the  Barna  hills. 

[CAUTH  opens  door.    TIMMEEN  comes  in.    HAG'S 
SON  comes  down  from  room. 

CAUTH  (to  HAG'S  SON).  The  Hag's  Son  !  You  villain,  is 
it  in  a  slit  in  the  window  you  came,  or  down  a  hole  in  the 
thatch  ? 

HAG'S  SON.  Find  out  if  you're  fit,  and  give  me  none  of 
your  vulgar  speech.  Or  is  it  the  way  you  mistake  me  for 
your  sweet  bolster  man  ?  You  green  and  withered  female, 
I  might  give  you  a  handsome  pinch.  (Pinches  her  arm.  She 
screams.  He  faces  TIMMEEN.)  Good  little  boy,  Timmeen, 
good  little  boy.  I'd  put  a  finger  in  your  eye,  Timmeen 
Faley. 

TIMMEEN.  Your  talk  is  bold,  Jackeen,  the  brat  from  Barna, 
but  your  pride  might  get  a  fall  and  your  tail  be  under  you 
when  the  who  shall's  finished  for  the  dandy  doll. 

HAG'S  SON.  Is  it  himself  will  diddle  me  half-dozing  in  his 
chair  ;  or  is  it  herself  will  diddle  me  and  she  quavering  after 
that  pinch ;  or  is  it  you,  you  little  dribbler,  will  diddle  me 
with  only  the  breath  left  in  you  after  that  spell  of  the  black 
north  wind  ?  Oh,  Lord  !  look  at  the  cut  of  him,  with  his  little 
snuffle,  his  two  dead  blue  eyes  flat  inside  in  his  head,  his  little 
mouth  half-open  and  the  couple  of  ugly  teeth  showing  them- 
selves stuck  in  his  lips  ;  and  it's  you  think  yourself  a  match 
for  me,  you  mangy  puny  thing — (loudly)  a  match  for  me,  my 
chest  a  plate,  my  hands  as  hard  as  steel,  every  joint  as  supple 
as  whalebone,  and  (wheeling  and  turning  about}  I've  the  fingers 
and  toes  of  a  midwife,  as  my  gay  old  mother  says. 
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TIMMEEN.  Tis  laughing  I  am,  and  you  not  knowing  I 
have  twenty  points  in  my  favour,  and  the  priest  after 
baptizing  the  dandy  doll. 

HAG'S  SON  (Laughing  shrilly).  A  spit  for  his  baptizing,  for 
my  old  mother,  the  Hag,  took  the  virtue  out  of  it,  and  she, 
the  minute  he  shook  the  holy  water,  giving  me  a  puff  of  her 
breath  in  between  the  two  eyes  that  blew  me  in  a  balloon 
right  over  the  highest  peak  of  the  Barna  hills.  Likewise  it's 
coming  herself  she  is  to  help  her  darling  son.  Ha-ha  !  is  it 
now  you  have  the  points  in  your  favour  ?  Ha-ha  !  it's  now 
you're  getting  in  dread. 

TIMMEEN  (brandishing  fist  in  HAG'S  SON'S  face).  Up  to 
your  pus,  Jackeen,  if  I  am,  up  to  your  pus  !  I'm  as  good  as 
yourself,  by  damned,  and  I'm  ready  for  the  fray  ! 

HAG'S  SON.  On  for  the  battle,  then,  for  Fontenoy  and 
glory !  On  for  the  battle,  then,  and  this  is  the  way  to  smadher 
the  grace  of  priest  or  parson  ! 

TIMMEEN.  And  this  is  the  way  to  break  the  melt  in 
Jackeen,  the  brat  from  Barna. 

[They  rush  at  doll.  They  drag  it  off  table.  They 
wheel  about  trying  to  take  it  from  each  other. 
Re-enter  PRIEST  and  KEERBY. 

FATHER  JAMES.  The  battle  is  raging.  (Handing  gun  to 
KEERBY.)  Here,  hold  that  gun,  till  I  make  the  sign  of  the 
cross,  read  from  the  book,  and  drive  that  Hag's  Son  up  the 
chimley  in  one  mortal  flame  of  fire.  (Reads  from  book.}  You 
won't  go  up  the  chimley,  you  won't  ?  Let  us  see  what  will 
come  of  a  clout  of  a  fist. 

[Makes  at  HAG'S  SON  and  misses  him. 

CAUTH.  That's  the  style,  your  reverence,  murder  him, 
ruin  him  ;  but  keep  me  from  the  power  of  the  Hag  and  I'll 
spoil  him  with  the  broom,  I  will. 

KEERBY  (standing  near  dresser).  And  I'll  make  a  shy  at 
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him  with  the  stock  of  the  gun  when  he  comes  around  to 
where  I  am. 

[The  fight  continues,  all  going  around  in  a  ring. 
CAUTH  and  the  priest  make  efforts  to  hit  the 
HAG'S  SON,  who  dodges  them.  Sound  of  a 
lively  jig  being  played  on  a  fife  outside. 

CAUTH  (in  terror).  The  Hag,  the  Hag  herself  !  The  Hag, 
the  Hag  of  Barna  ! 

[Enter  HAG  playing  a  flute.  She  is  a  fantastically 
dressed  old  woman. 

THE  HAG  (taking  flute  from  mouth}.  Ha-ha  !  is  it  flamming 
my  little  boy  they  are  ?  (Hits  CAUTH  with  flute.)  Take  that, 
old  snotty  nose  !  go  wash  your  rotten  rags  and  grease  your 
creaking  bones  ! 

CAUTH.   I'm  kilt ! 

THE  HAG  (hitting  priest).  Ha-ha,  shiny  green  coat,  I  have 
slaughtered  a  flay  on  the  nape  of  your  neck  !  (Hits  him  again.) 
Take  that  on  the  small  of  your  back  and  scratch  yourself ! 

FATHER  JAMES  (itching  himself}.  Botheration  !  In  the 
name  of  the  Father  ! 

THE  HAG  (to  her  son).  Fight  away,  my  gamey  boy ;  fight 
away,  my  hearty.  Your  mother  is  up  to  your  ear — (singing) 
and  we'll  rise  a  grand  song  and  we'll  rise  a  grand  tune,  going 
back  to  our  home  in  Barna. 

FATHER  JAMES  (snatching  broom  from  CAUTH).  Give  me 
that  broom  ;  no  haunted  hag  shall  daunt  me  ;  fight,  slash,  and 
batter — the  power  of  man  shall  conquer  the  power — the  power 
of  the  witch  !  [They  go  round  in  a  ring  as  before,  fighting. 

ROGER  (rising  suddenly  from  seat  near  fire).  They  are 
treenahayla  and  striking  wild.  Priest,  Cauth,  and  Keerby, 
it's  walloping  Timmeen  ye  are,  and  thinking  you're  striking 
the  Hag  and  the  Hag's  Son.  Divilment,  divilment,  you're 
blinked  by  divilment !  Be  careful  in  the  name  of  God  !  will 
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ye  be  careful  in  the  name  of  God  !  (HAG'S  SON  captures  doll.) 
He  has  it !  Lord,  he  has  it !  Sure  he  had  to  have  it,  and 
where's  the  good  in  talking,  and  all  to  no  use,  for  it's  fore- 
doomed I  was,  it's  foredoomed  I  was.  (HAG'S  SON  pulls  out 
windpipe  and  blows  through  it.)  But  isn't  it  fierce  all  the 
same,  and  wherefore  should  this  wrong  thing  be  ?  But  to 
hell  with  everything,  I  don't  care,  and  by  damned  I'll  have 
a  goose  !  (Enter  GREY  MAN  unperceived.  He  goes  to  other 
side  of  table  opposite  ROGER.)  Or  a  duck,  a  fat  duck — I 
must  have  a  duck  !  (Moving  jaws  as  if  in  eating.}  No,  by 
Jabers,  it's  a  turkey  I  must  have,  a  good  plump  turkey  !  Oh, 
Lord,  the  turkey  and  the  gravy  fine  !  (Sees  GREY  MAN.) 
Ah,  the  Grey  Man,  the  Grey  Man  ! 

[GREY  MAN,  with  grim  smile,  points  to  bottle. 

ROGER  takes  hold  of  it  slowly.    He  puts  it 

to  his  mouth,  shaking  like  an  aspen.     He 

drinks.    An  explosion.    Semi-darkness  on 

stage.    Noise  as  of  a  struggle.    Dim  figures 

of  GREY  MAN,  ROGER,  HAG,  and  HAG'S  SON 

seen  going  out,  ROGER  being  dragged  along. 

Total  darkness.    HAG  and  HAG'S  SON  heard 

singing  "  My  Bonnie  Irish  Boy."    Song 

dies  away  in  distance.     Stage  clears. 

FATHER  JAMES.  Is  any  one  kilt  ? 

KEERBY.  Tis  a  wonder  we  aren't  and  all  devils  here. 

FATHER  JAMES.   Give  me  that  gun,  you  awkward  man. 

KEERBY.   Faith,  the  gun  is  innocent,  whatever  that  bottle 

did  he  had  in  his  mouth,  for,  after  the  report,  didn't  the 

bottom  of  it  open  like  it  would  on  a  hinge,  and  what  did  I 

see  inside  but  a  batch  of  the  finest  horses,  black  as  jet,  with 

red  eyes  on  them,  prancing  and  pawing,  fit  to  be  off.    The 

next  minute  what  happened  but  out  they  galloped  to  me  in 

a  bully  army,  and  captains,  generals,  soldiers,  with  their 
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cannons,  swords,  and  carabines,  all  in  full  bloom  for  war. 
Faith,  this  is  no  house  for  an  honest  man.  [Exit. 

CAUTH  (rising  as  if  in  pain,  from  prostrate  condition).  Bad 
scran  to  him  !  it's  scratched  and  ruinated  I  am  on  account 
of  him,  and  there  isn't  a  screed  on  me  but  is  destroyed  and 
tore.  (Looking  about  her  vacantly.)  But  the  meila  murdhre 
is  over,  and  there  isn't  a  trace  of  himself  on  the  floor.  The 
doll  gone  too  ;  and  mustn't  it  have  been  the  rotten  doll  itself, 
when  your  reverence  couldn't  save  it  by  the  power  of  your 
calling,  and  the  grace  drawn  down  from  the  holy  heavens 
above  ? 

FATHER  JAMES.  Tis  mysterious  surely,  and  fantastic 
strange.  Well,  there's  no  more  to  be  done,  and  I  might  as 
well  be  following  Keerby.  [Re-enter  KEERBY. 

KEERBY.  Your  geese  is  safe,  your  reverence,  for  it's  the 
wonderful  thing  entirely  I  now  have  seen.  And  the  Bay  of 
Doon  that's  ten  miles  distant  looked  as  near  to  me  as  the 
cabbage  haggart  outside,  and  the  three  grey  men  were  stand- 
ing on  the  rock  holding  up  an  almighty  torch  that  lit  up  all 
the  black  land  lying  to  the  east ;  and  following  the  light 
didn't  I  see  Roger  being  carried  away  by  the  Hag  and  the  Son 
of  the  Hag.  Riding  on  two  Spanish  asses  they  were,  holding 
him  between  them  by  a  whisker  each,  and  his  whiskers  were 
the  length  of  six  feet  you'd  think,  and  his  nose  was  the  length 
of  six  feet  you'd  think,  and  his  eyes  were  the  size  of  turnips 
bulging  outside  his  head.  Galloping  like  the  wind  they  were, 
through  the  pass  of  the  Barna  mountains,  sweeping  him  along 
with  them,  for  ever  and  ever,  to  their  woful  den  in  the  heart 
of  the  Barna  hills. 

CURTAIN. 
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